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PO E M S. 


ELEGY 


ON THE RUINS OF 


KENILWORTH CASTLE. 


— A —— 


Respectfully inscribed to the Right Honourable the 
EazL of CLIAREN DON. 


— 6660006 — 


Wm Phcebus to old Ocean's oozy bed 
Descending, veil'd his glories from the sight het 


When solemn eve her dewy mantle spread, 


And Cynthia rose, pale regent of the night ;— 
Revol- 


Vol. II. B 


WR” is 


Revolving in my mind the changeful state 
Of sublunary grandeur, pomp and shew; 


How time, inexorable, marks the date 


Of all that's gay, ar great, or good below; 


Chance led me, as 1 meditating rov'd, 
Where KeniLworrTn its gothic glories rear d, 
Which CLinTtox built, which great ELIz A lov'd, 


ELIz A, to th' historic Muse endear'd. 


Stupendous walls! to ruin's rage consign'd, 
Mould'ring, submissive to the arm of fate; 
Thro' your lone arches let me entrance find, 


And, silent, ponder on your pristine state, 


Where 


t 34 


Where the athletic porter frown'd severe, 


And scowl'd defiance o'er th' embattled plain, 
No sound, save echo's dying voice, we hear, 


Nor form perceive, save fancy's airy train. 


Here the gay herald erst proclaim'd the prize, 
And summon'd to the field each noble youth, 


That wish'd to win the author of his sighs, 


The beauteous dame he lov'd with zeal and truth. 


A glance from her bright eye, or ribband wove 
In mystic knots of love, cou'd well repay 
Each danger he in well-fought fields cou'd prove, 


And crown with ecstacy the hard-won day. 


| When 
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1 
When the gay circus glow'd with beauty's beam, 
And ev'ry knight beheld his sov'reign's face, 
Who cou'd be daunted at the faulchion's gleam, 


Or shun his fierce opponent's dire embrace? 


No more these dreadful, pompous sports prevail! 
Love, pleas'd, accepts a milder sacrifice,— 
The time-try'd faith, the gently-soothing tale 


Now from the coldest heart obtain the prize. 


Where ( Britain's glory ) the bright virgin queen, 
With bevies of the courtly fair ones, stray'd, 
Like Dian's buskin'd nymphs, in forests green, 


To chace the tim'rous roe thro' grove and glade;— 


Now 


T #1 
Now the rough plou gh share marks its crooked way, 
Or sun-burnt hinds, with ruthless hands, despoi 
The flow'ry meads of all their rich array, 
And rudely glory in their rustic toil. 


\ 


Where the broad stream in sportive eddies play'd, 


And at due distance kept the hostile throng ; 


Now the green slope, with blooming flow'rs array'd, 


Invites the rural train to dance and song. 


O'er the rude walls the mantling ivy twines, 
And waves luxuriant round the noddin g tow'rs; 
Here skims the bat, the boding screech-owl pines, 


And the hoarse raven wakes the midnight hours. 


Imagi- 


B 3 


* 


Imagination crowds the vacant scene 


With glimm'ring ghosts, that haunt the dreary 
shade; 


The mourn ful maid, — the warrior's dreadful mein, 


Flitting by moon-light thro' the darkling glade. 


It chance the village maid shou'd vent'rous stray 


Near these lone piles by vesper's silver light, 


What sounds does fancy to her ear convey ! 


What forms present to her deluded sight! 


It the sad bird of night pours forth her moan, 
Or waving shadows dance before the wind,— 
She hears some restless spirit's hollow groan, 


nameless terrors seize hex timid mind. 


Soon 


1 


Soon thro' the hamlet spreads the wond'rous tale, 
Enlarg'd by superstition as it flies: 
Each rustic hearer stands aghast and pale, 


The taper twinkles and the cricket cries, 


But reason's eye in other light surveys 


This mould'ring monument of earthly state, 


Which, to the soul this warning truth conveys, 


Aspire to glories of a longer date.“ 


For when oblivion shrouds the high-arch'd dome, 

And grandeur yields to time's all-conqu'ring sway, 

The deathless soul shall find his destin'd home, 
The cloudless regions of cternal day. 


DORIS 


B 4 


DORIS; 


A PASTORAL. 


INSCRIBED TO MR, Yor 


——w— — 


Wan a clear stream devolves, with gentle tide, 
* Mid verdant limes which crown its fertile side, 
Arxxis rang'd, and to the list'ning grove 


In plaintive sighs thus mourn'd his hapless love. 


«© To thee, my Tavss1s, I address the strains, 


Which tell love's anxious cares and tender pains,— 


« To thee, whose gen'rous breast, with virtue 


fraught, 


« Scorns each capricious change and sordid 


thought ;— Replete 


©! 


“ Replete with heav'n-born truth, and faithful love, 

Which time nor chance, nor fortune's frown can 
move.” 

Whilst with his strains the list'ning echos rung, 


To these sad notes his rural lyre he strung. 


Le friendly groves! to you I tune my lay; 
Oft in your inmost bow'rs I pass'd the day 
« On earth's soft lap: beneath these arching boughs 
« First lovely 3 deign'd to hear my vows. 
« No angry glance deform'd her radiant eyes, 
& She check d my passion with no stern replies; 
„But the soft sigh and blush conspir'd to prove 


* The beauteous virgin not averse to love. 


Then 


E 
„Then ev'ry hill resounded with her name, 

« Andev'ry tree bore witness of my flame. 
When laughing Flora deck'd the verdant ground, 
«« Oft has the fragrant wreath her temples crown'd, 
+ Twin'd by this hand; which the consenting fair 
« Still prais'd with winning smiles and courteous air. 
« Oft to my pipe in tender strains she sung, 


« W hilst the sweet thrush caught music from her 


tongue. 

Oft her white arms around my neck she threw, 
And in soſt accents promis'd to be true ;— 

„% Vow'd time nor fortune's golden baits cou'd move 
Her faithful heart, nor change her constant love. 
„Oh! fickle sex! yet now this hand's despis'd, 


„Whose meanest gift was once by Dogs priz d. 


Ye 


[ nr 1 


Ve friendly groves, resound my plantive strains l. 

No more my reed shall cheer the list'ning plains; 

Since faithless Donis, charm'd with pomp and 

noise, 

« Forsakes these shades, her swain and rural joys. 
Say, perjur'd fair one! can CLitanDER's pow'r 

« Sooth the sad heart, or give the tranquil hour? 

* When charms, which held this heart in lasting 

| chains, 

Gave life, and joy, and music to my strains, 

Shall fade and languish in his changeful eye, 

And the gay youth thy fond embraces fly; 


« When some fresh face shall warm his wav'ring 
breast, 


« Then shalt thou mourn with grief like mine 


oppress d. 


66 When 


KG 
When his proud heart shall deem thee a disgrace, 
„(A rural maid, and born of humble race) 
« Despis'd, and slighted, thy poor heart shall know 


« The pangs that suff ring lovers undergo. 


« Ye friendly groves, resound my mournful lay! 


„No more my songs shall hail the new-born day. 
„ Donis is gone, for ever fled these arms: 


„Ve sylvan scenes, no more your beauty charms. 


« Ye tuneful choirists, cease your love - fraught 


strains! 


The notes which sooth'd me, now increase my 


\ 


pains, 
/ 


«6 Ye 
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« Ye flow'ry lawns, where with my love Istray'd, 


* 


« From you I fly to seek some gloomy shade, 
% Where the forsaken turtle grieves alone, 

© Whilst rocks and dells re-echo to her moan. 
“There in soft sorrow will I end my days:— 


No more, ye friendly groves, resound my lays! 


SONG 


SONG. 


V any bloom the sweets of spring, g 
While dejected DEeL1a mourns, 
Summer comes on rosy wing, 
But sweet peace no more returns; 
Eve still hears the deep-drawn sigh, 


Morn still ope's the tear-stain d eye. 


While 


[ 215 J] 


While the warblers of the grove 


Chant their wild notes thro' the dale, 
I relate my hapless love 


To the breeze that fans the vale i 


Or, on Arrowe's banks reclin'd, 


| Breathe my $orrows to the wind. 


Why alas! does DA vox prove 
Faithless to my tender flame? 
Why must wretched. DzL1a love? 
Why her heart be still the same? 
While che swain inconstant flies, 


Slights her tears, and mocks her sighs! 


[WJ 


Haste, ye muses, to my aid, 


Teach me Cupid's pow'r to scorn ; 


Cheer a suppliant drooping maid, 


Inspire my strains, my songs adorn : 
* 
Here the cypress wreath I tear, 


And henceforth the laurel wear. 


ODE 


; ODE. 


Tuus Cruruls, sprightly, young and gay, 
With smiles address'd a blooming swain:— 
* ALEx1s, void of art, display, 


« What wishes in your bosom reign, 


* Say, cou'd you each desire enjoy, 
What scheme of life wou'd you pursue ? 
How the revolving hours employ ? 


„How find delights for ever new?” - 


The 


Vol. II. „ g O 
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The swain reply'd,— © No lofty aim 
% Exalts my unambitious mind; 
No proud pre-eminence I claim, 


To make me gaz'd at by mankind. 


Rut wou'd'st thou know the joys I seek,—— 
« First let gay health, with vivid air, 


„ Strew her young roses o'er my cheek, 


And guard my breast from ev'ry care. 


| Let sweet content, with placid smile, 


„Diffuse her influence o'er my heart; 


: Let plenty ev'ry want beguile, 


* 


* And never from my plains depart. 


66 But 


LE 8-2 
* But, ah! tis thine to crown my joys; 
„For health asserts her cheerful reign, 
Content her heav'nly pow'r employs, 


And plenty loads my laughing plain. 


“Do thou my fair, with these combine, 
And this my fondest wish approve ; 


* So shall each heart-felt joy be mine, 


That waits on virtue, peace and love.“ 


— 


ODE 


TO SPRING. 


— — 


GexriE Spring, sweet source of joy, 


Be thy genial pow'r confest ; 


Let thy praise my voice employ, 


Let thy beauties fire my breast. 


Now the tall tree's waving shade 


Dances to the vernal gale, 
Music issues from the glade, 


Streams meander thro' the vale. 


Nov 


k * 


Now the humble daisy pied 


Loves on sunny hills to dwell, 
While the pebbled brook beside 


Vi'lets paint the moss y dell, 


Blithesome skips the wanton fawn, 
Bleating lambkins dance around, 
Herds deep lowing o'er the lawn, 


Groves re-echo with the sound. 


Scenes like these the Muses love ; 
Here fair friendship reigns supreme: 
Virtue here delights to rove, 


Far from grandeur's pageant dream. 


LINES 


C 3 


LINES 
WRITTEN FOR A YOUNG LaADY's 


SAMPLER. 


—_ 2 


W HILE other females tread the giddy rounds 


Of what mistaken mortals pleasure style; 
May I, restrain'd by virtue's decent bounds, 


In useful arts my happy hours beguile. 


Oft let my hand th'amusive needle ply, 
Oft wake to harmony the trembling string; 


Oft with my pencil trace each varying dye 


| Kind nature pours into the lap of Spring. 


And 


[43 


And let me oft explore the sacred- page, 
There learn the dire effects of sin and pride; 
Be that my stay in youth, support in age, 


And may its precepts all my conduct guide. 


ODE 


ODE 
ON THE PEACE. 
WRITTEN JANUARY 3rd. 2783. 


— — __ YYYWN=— 


Lowe the bleeding world has groan'd, 
Long has madd'ning discord rag'd, 
Long have Albion's sons bemoan'd 
The hateful war with brothers wag'd. 
Bourbon a Belgia aid th'insurgent's claim, 


Proud to diminish Britain's envy'd fame. 


Unequal 


42 } 


Unequal task! to cope with foreign foes, 


While faithless ſriends at home each scheme oppose, 


While children, nurtur'd with maternal care, 
Spread for their country the insidious snare, 
Disguis'd in patriotism's flaming robe ;— 

Tho' long they scatter'd firebrands o'er the globe: 
Still a brave honest few the cause maintain'd, 


And in the people's hearts with their lov'd monarch 


reign'd. 


RovpnEy— oh! name to England ever dear 
Who but must honor, love, revere! 


When I hear thy conquests told. 


Glory fires me, 
Fame inspires me, 


E'en a woman's heart grows bold. 


ELL1GT 


[ 26 f 
ELI ior claims an Howzs's strain, 
Deathless deeds like his to tell, 

Encircled by the boist'rous main, 
And stern Iberia's hostile train, 
On the drear sterile rock constrain'd to dwell, 
With his few friends, a faithful band: 
Firm as Gib'raltar's solid base they stand, 
Smiling at the num'rous foes, 
That dare their vet'ran arms oppose. 
Had ETLLIOr rul'd in Troy, the Greeks had fail'd, 
Their ten years toil had nought avail'd ; 
Acn1LLEs here had fought in vain, 
Vainly brav'd the force of Spain ; 
Where ELLIor calmly brave succeeds ;— 
Who can recount his matchless deeds ? 


Vain 


tl i y 


Vain were th' attempt each gallant chief to sing, 
Who dauntless serv'd his country and his king. 
But see! Bellona, cloy'd with carnage, flies, 
Bearing her bloody torch to Asia's torrid skies: 
And lo! from vonder azure cloud, 

A fair angelic form ads; 

Tho' some dark tints her beauties shroud, 

Each blessing on her step attends. 

The cheerful olive wreaths her brow, 

Plenty as beneath her eye, 

Mars unbends his sanguine bow, 

The furies from ber presence fly. 

'Tis heav'n-born Peace, long wish'd- for guest! 

Thrice welcome to this war-worn isle ! 


Thou bring'st a balm to sooth each breast, 


And make dull care and anguish sniile. 


Beneath 


[ 28 
Beneath thy _ influence benign, 
Commerce shall raise her languid head, 
Joy in each bright'ning eye shall shine, | 
Nor industry despair of bread. 
'Tis thine, sweet Peace, to bless a mourning land, 


* 


And heal a nation's sorrows with thy lenient hand. 


ADVICE 


ADVICE To a YOUNG LADY. 


————c —ñ—ö—j—ñ 


Cox, cease with plaintive sighing 
To lament neglected charms ; 
Cast away each thought of dying, 


Court AyoLLo to your arms, 


Slight the vain unthinking rover, 
Blind to your internal worth; 
With your merits bless a lover, 


Who despises sparkling earth. 


Once 


1 


Once love's cruel darts perplex'd me, 


I for young ALxxis sigh'd, 
But not long his coldness vex'd me, 


Reason prov'd my better guide. 


Free from care, I hail the season, 
When the sportive Muses smile: 
Spite of Cue1D and his treason, 


With my lyre the hours beguile. 


To 


To Mis | Mo— 


ON THE DEATH OF HER FATHER. 


Acam the tear bedims Monimia's eye, 
Again her bosom heaves the painful sigh : 
Child of affliction ! sorrow's 3 born ! 
How is thy gentle breast with anguish torn ! 
Still ere one wound is heal'd, a second blow 


Bids the sad stream of grief incessant flow :— 


, Yet, 


t 
Yet, dear Mo x1M1a, bid the torrent cease, 
Thy father's pains are past ;— he rests in peace, 
Where sorrow, sickness, sin, no more annoy, 


Zut his freed spirit tastes untainted joy. 


Then trust in that bless'd pow'r, who wounds 
to cure; 
Whate'er he wills— with pious hope endure: 
That hope can ne'er deceive.—Oh ! cease to mourn; 
Comfort, sweet smiling, will again return. 


Tranquil repose thy grief-rent breast shall cheer, 


And resignation check the streaming tear. 
While guilt and folly lead their giddy train 


Thro' scenes thy heart rejects with just disdain, 


Be 


tl 0 4 
Be thine, my friend, superior joys to prove, 


Joys pure, unmix'd, descending from above, 


Beam'd from the throne of mercy light and love. J 


— — 


ODE 


Vol. II. 
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O D E, 


ADDRESSED TO MRS. HEWAN.“ 


CCC 5 — 
* Wurd gentle eve with Soften'd ray, 
Succeeding to the oy day, 
With blushing beauty smil'd ; 
Invited by the cooling breeze, 
Light whisp'ring thro' the tremblin g trees, 


And rural prospects mild; 
Beneath 


— — 


beautiful Scotch lady ( auho married an Englich 
officer ) of the family of Leslies, in Fifeshire ; with whom the 
author had a short but mot agreeable intimacy in the year 


1766. She wrote with great spirit and elegance, but would n 


indulge no one but her most intimate friends with the sight 
of her productions. 


—_ 


LE 


Beneath an alder's friendly boughs, 
Fast by whose side a streamlet flows, 
Sweet murm'ring thro' the vale, 
I sat, delighted with the strains, 
That echo d o'er the vocal plains, 
And harmonis'd the dale. 


When Sleep his nodding poppies spread, 

With dew surcharg'd, around my head, 
The mandate I obey'd; 

When, rob'd in mildly-temper'd light, 

A radiant form, divinely bright, 


Approach'd the conscious shade. 


A. wreath of bays and myrtles twin'd, 


Her flowing tresses half confin'd, 


Shading her beauteous face ; 


D 2 


1 
A sweet neglect her dress display d, 
Despising ev'ry foreign aid, 


She charm'd with native grace. 


Daria,“ she said, “thy song give o'er, 

© Thy lays Shall Soothe the nymphs no more, 
1 Nor charm the list'ning plain; 

„ Phoebus to youth alone is kind; 

„Then, sparkling wit and fancy join'd, 


„ Lead on the tuneful train. 


« And see, the favor'd of the Nine, 
Where youth and wit and fancy join, | 


And judgment reigns supreme; 


« 'The 


1 
« The Muses, Graces, Loves conspire 


*« To warm her breast with genuine fire, 


And dignify each theme. 


« From Caledonia's weeping shore 

«© The IRS prize blest "EEE: bore 
To Mercia's smiling plains ; 

* While sad, along Tweed's 3 side, 

And where mild Fortha's waters glide, 


© Rove Scotia's sighing swains. 


No more the sweet romantic scene, 
«+ The pine-topp'd hill, and forest green, 


Inspire the cheerful lay; 
«©« On 
D323 


[nt 


„On Tiviot's banks fortorn they rove :t— 


The pride of Fife, the queen of love, 


« Alas! is far away! 


« 'Tis she shall charm Britannia's Plains, 
© 'Tis she in soſtest sweetest strains 
« Shall sing what I inspire: 
* Her sprightly elegance and sense 
« Shall thro' each happy line dispense 


The true Parnassian fire. 


Jo her thy lyre now silent yield, 
„Haste, hail her to the tuneful field, 
„And bid her boldly sing: 


„Tell 


39 ] 


Tell her tis Phœbus' high command, 


„And ev'ry Muse shall teach her hand 


« To strike the sweetest string. 


“So shall her friendship bid thy name 


66 Still live in the records of fame, 


„While verse has pow'r to charm ; 


* That potent balm of ev'ry woe, 
That source from which true pleasures flow 


Shall all thy cares disarm.“ 


Then light she touch'd her golden lyre,— 
Angelic notes from ev'ry wire 


Struck thro' my ravish'd soul: 


D 4 


Ke 


Oh! may my Hewan kindly deign 


To smile on this unpolish'd strain, 
For he inspir'd the whole. 


THE 


THE DEATH OF MARY, 


* 


IN SEQUEL TO MARY'S. DREAM OR SAN Dr's GHOST. 


W am SAnDY's pale ghost had appear'd, 
And told gentle Mazy his doom, 

Oppress'd by the fate she had fear'd, 
By twilight she left her sad room. 

The sea-beech, despairing, she sought, 
Where . DY at parting had press d 

His faith on her heart's inmost thought, 


As he clasp'd her sweet form to his breast. 


The 


| 
; 
| 
| 
| 
| 


[ 42 * 


| The east-wind blew bleak to the shore, N 


The surges roll'd mountainous high: 


Unmov'd by the tempest's loud roar, 


Or the torrents that pour'd from the sky, 


With meek resignation she cry'd ;— 
J come, my lov'd Sax p, I come: 
In death we shall soon be ally'd, 


And sleep in the same wat'ry tomb.“ 


— 


The raven with heart- chilling note 


Shriek'd hideous, the lightning glar'd bright ;— 


When lo! on a wave came afloat 


Her Sanpv all ghastly to sight: 


(49 ] 


| She bent o'er his pale breathless clay 
«© I come, my dear Sandy !” she cry d, 
„With joy 1 thy summons obey.” 
Then clasp'd her cold lover and died. 


* 


DOWN 


DOWN rus BOURN. 


Dow the bourn and thro” the mead, ' 
= When April buds bestrew'd the plain, 
Youthful Man v blithesome sped, 

In hopes to meet her faithful swain. 
She of Fortha's banks the pride, 
And her Jonny, 


Brae and bonny, 
Was the boast of Tweed's fair side. 
88 the bourn 2 thro' the mead, 
When April buds bestrew'd the plain, 
Youthful | 


L4-48+1 
Youthful Max blithesome sped, 


In hopes to meet her faithful swain. 


Mazy's cheeks were rosy red, 


And Mary's eyne were mme blue; 
But what were these to Mary's heart, 
Which falshood, pride or guilt ne er knew ? 
Wide the fields her flocks o'erspread, 
Skipp'd o'er mountains, 
Play'd by fountains, 
And ah night to fold were led. 
Down the bourn and thro' the mead, 
When April buds bestrew'd the plain, 
Youthful Max blithesome sped, 


In hopes to meet her faithful swain, 


JonnNy's 


461 
Jounny's fields alas! were small, 

And Jonnxy's flocks were eke but few, 
But Jonnny's form was straight and tall, | 
And Jonnny's heart was kind and true. 
Mazy scorn'd the glare of wealth; 

With her 3 Y, 
Brae and bonny, 
All she wish'd was peace and health. 
Down the bourn and thro' the mead, 
When April buds bestrew'd the plain, 


Youthful Mary blithesome ped, 
And joyful met her faithful swain, 


THE 


- THE 
SELF-EXILED MINSTREL. 


—— DR, — 


VW urns CLyoe's clear stream descends from 
ErRick hills ; 


Maccowan's time-worn honor'd castle stands; 


Whose gothic grandeur each beholder fills 
With pleasing awe; and from surrounding lands 


Its owner's ancient right of fealty demands. 


There Phoebus smil'd upon my humble birth, 


And taught my hand to touch the tuneful reed, 


Inspi- 


1 


Inspir'd my soul with harmony; — whilst mirth 


Sat blinking in my eyne ;— the flocks to feed 
Was all my youthful joy, my master's praise my 


meed. 


His favor took me from my fleecy care, 

| And bade me with my wild notes wake the morn; 

In his high hall th' heart-stirring song prepare, 
In concert with the flute and loud-ton'd horn , 


And bade on evening gales the cheerful strains 


be borne. 


How blest my lot !— till twenty summers roll'd 
Smoothly away, and brought on manhood's 


prime ; 


When 


(#7 


When cares unknown before, and griefs untold, 
O'erwhelm'd my soul, and made me rue the time, 
When first I tun'd my pipe to Ossiax's lays 


sublime. 


For oh! Maccowan's daughter, Scotland's boast, 
Each day with added graces fir d my breast ; 

Of all her high-born dames the fav'rite toast, 
(And as the fairest, so was she the best,) 


Robb'd all my days of peace, my nights of balmy 


rest. 


My cheek grew wan, my trembling hand no more 
Cou'd trill the note, no more my bosom glow'd 
| At 
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At tale of ancient Bard, or friendly lore: a 
Deep throbb d the sigh, the tear incessaut flow d, 
And tasteless grew each gift all-bounteous heav'n 
bestow'd. 


At length a noble youth, struck with her charms, 
In lordly state Maccow ax's castle sought; 
In person elegant, renown'd in arms, 
In all that wins the fair's affections taught, 
His heart with ev'ry grace and manly virtue 


fraught. 


Tho' hope had ne'er found entrance in my breast, 


The sight of Dove as doubled ev'ry pain; 


Each 
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Each day, each night afflictions sorer press d; 
To hide, or to disclose my grief were vain; 
Despair weigh'd down my t soul, and madness ſix a 


my brain. 


When thro' the woods the wild winds whistled loud, 


When rustling leaves in storms around me flew, 
Red light'nings glar'd from ev'ry murky cloud, 
And horror on each once-toy'd object threw,— 


At dead of night I bade my honor'd home adieu. 


Far, far I wander'd hopeless and, forlorn, 


O'er many a desert drear, and forest wild, 


Oppress'd with poverty, fatigue and scorn; 
For who, alas! with manners gently mild, 
Softens the ruthless sorrows of misfortune's child? 


E 2 Not 
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Not long I ween this weary life can last; 


Some friendly cot may open to my woes, 
Screen my poor death-chill'd limbs from the keen 
blast: 
Its pitying tenant may my eye-lids close, 
And under the cold sod my long long griefs 


repose, 


SPRING 


% 


SPRING, 


A SONG. 


— 
SrRNG, her gentle reign resuming, 
Bids reviving nature smile; 
On her genial pow'r presuming, 
Man renews his pleasing toll ; 
Pleas'd he sees the verdure springing, 
Pleas'd the rising crop attends, 
Jocund, some rude carol singing, 


With delight his labour blends. 


Hark! the tuneful wood-lark, trilling, 


Pours the sweetly-varied strain, 


E 3 While 
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While the choral blackbird's filling 
With his notes the distant plain: 
Hear the stock-dove softly cooing 
From yon love- inspiring grove; 
He his tender mate is wooing 


In pathetic notes of love. 


Beauties, ev'ry where surrounding, 
Ravish the beholding eye, 
Blessings, ev'ry where abounding, 
Fill the heart with grateful joy. 
All the works of fair 1 
Which the HAND DIVINE displays, 
Rapt in grateful emulation, 
Hymn thi Almighty Sovereign's praise. 


On 


ON THE AUTHOR's HUSBAND 


DESIRING HER TO WAIT 


SOME VERSES. 


— ————  —— ——— 


V ERSES, my Love! as soon cou'd I 
Without a wing or feather fly: 
My head, with other matters fraught, 


No more attempts poetic thought: 
Vet, as I hold your sov'reign sway, 


In spite of genius I obey. : 


Ye Muses, aid me to explore 


The shadowy grots, and mountain's hoar ; 


E 4 


Where 
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Where ye your tuneful influence shed, — 


And twine with bays your poet's head. 


EraTo hears my invacation,— 
My bosom glows with inspiration,— 
Instant the fairy scenes appear, 
Pierian sounds salute my ear:— 
Cox NUBIAL Love! enchanting theme! 
Sweet subject of my muse-rapt dream, 
To thee I consecrate my lays, 


And thus my heart pours forth thy praise. 


Blest state! by gracious heav'n design'd 


To soothe our passions into peace, 
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To twine in union sweet the kindred mind, 


Th'endearing ties of social life to bind 
In chains so strong, yet soft, they but with liſe 


Can cceèease. 


The mutual int'rest all reserve disclaiming, 

The scheme of pleasure each for other framing, 

The kindling transports of parental love, 

Which the sweet smiles of innocence can move, 

Are thine alone, O Hymen! to bestow, 

Which hearts that do not feel "OWE cannot know :— 
——— But hark !—my darling infant cries, 


And each poetic fancy flies. 


AN 


AN INVITATION 


IN SPRING. 


——— OF o__—_— 


N OW gentle Spring resumes her sway, 
And bids the tenants of the grove 


Pour their sweet notes from ev'ry spray, 


And carol forth the song of love. 


Now, Myrna, haste to grace our plains, 
Thy smiles will brighten ev'y scene, 
Give melody to all our strains, 


And add fresh verdure to to the green, 


TO A CRICKET, 


Lrrr LE chirping, cheerful thing, 

Say, for what cause do mortals fear thee? 
Canst not thou thy vespers sing, 
Blithe as the birds that wake the spring, 


But we suspect misfortune's near thee? 


Cricket, raven, bat and owl, 
Idly deem'd of ills foretellers, 


Or the dog that haps to howl, 
Draw each forehead to a scowl, 


And shake witk fear the cottage dwellers. 


Folly 
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Folly, say, did not the hand 
That form'd us all, form these dread creatures * 
Each link in nature's chain was scann'd, 


And universal fitness plann'd. 


Throughout creation's countless features. 


Sure the voice that nature gave, 


Expresses nature's pure sensation, 
Be it shrill, or hoarse and grave 
As surges that the sea-beach lave ;— 


Then who shall frown disap probation? 


Little chirping, cheerful thing, 


Sing as thou art wont to sing. 


LINES 


LINES aDDpREssED Tro 4 YounG LADY, 


On ſceing her wear a Boom Pin, 


PRESENTED HER BY A GENTLEMAN. 


— — — — 


} y HY does this pin ELvira's bosom grace? 
Is it bscause ALEx1s gave the toy? 
Ah! thonghtless nymph, beware, nor give it place, 


Lest it thy sweet tranquillity destroy. 


The sparkling crystal may attract thine eyes, 
But oh! the point may act as Cuerv's dart, 
And, while to decency it aid supplies, 


May thro' thy handkerchief transpierce thy heart. 


ODE 


N OW Summer from Britannia flies 

To her lov'd seat, where smile the eastern ſkies ; 
Where flow'rs in sweet succession blow, 

Where limpid streams no icy fetters know ; 

No rattling northern blast disturbs the vales, 


But ev'ry morning dawns on rosy dales. 


How diff rent is our weatern coast, 


Whexe reign the rigid pow'rs of storm and frost, 


Where 
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Where wintry Boreas blasts the shades, 

Strips the dun grove, and howls along the glades, 

Scaring the wood-nymphs to the secret cell, 

Where in 2 torpid state, till Spring returns, they 
dwell. | 


Already FLORA is withdrawn 

From the cold mountain and the faded lawn; 
Already has the reaper's hand 
Gather'd the golden produce of the land : 
Pomona only sheds a parting smile, 


And with her latent fruits still Imgers in our isle. 


Now thro” the leafless woods the bleak winds roar, 


And foaming surges lash the sounding shore: 


All pale the mariner appears, 
While yielding to the storm, his bark he steers 
Where 
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Where waves and storms direct his course, 


Too weak to stem their complicated force: 


Till He who to the boist'rous wave, 


Such ruthless rage, such matchless terrors gave, 


With awful voice commands the storm to cease ;— 


Again creation smiles, and all again is peace. 


ELEGY 


ELEGY, 
ADDRESSED TO MRS, HEWAN. 


— . — — 


Ler others glory in fond fortune's smile, 


The glare of wealth, the pageantry of pow'r,— 
For glitt'ring dross endure such painful toil, 


And give to pallid care the midnight hour: 


Let the brave hero, by ambition fir'd, 
Boast hi gh atchievements in th'embattled field, 
*Mid groves of spears, and hosts of foes untir'd, 


His gleaming sword, or deathful faulchion wield; 


Let 
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Let the loud trumpet speak each martial deed, 
The laurel's freshest bough his temples crown; 
Gallia subdu'd, his grateful country freed, 


His name invok'd by bards of fair renown: 


Let the dark statesman plan his airy schemes, 
And wrap in mystic shades each deep design; 
With pow'r unbounded gild his flatt'ring dreams, 


And sacrifice his peace at PLurus' shrine: 


Let the gay nymph, whom fortune's golden smile 
Allures to ev'ry elegant delight, 
With ſestive mirth her frolic hours beguile, 


and rove where splendor's glitt'ring scenes invite: 


Be 
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Be mine along the calm sequester'd vale 
Of humble life to keep my silent way, 
Stranger to fame's inconstant soothing tale, 


Pour forth my unpremeditated- lay. 


When sober ev'ning draws her shadowy vest, 
Bath'd in refreshing dews, o'er hill and plain, 
When the rough sons of toil retire to rest, 


And Philomel resumes her plaintive strain; 


With thee, sweet EruRLIN Da, let me stray, 

By Cynthia's silv'ry light, thro' lawn and grove, 
| Where the cool current marks its mazy way, 
Or hold sweet converse in some green alcove. 


Tis 
F 2 
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'Tis thine, fair friend, to bless the social hour; 
Thy breast, (the seat of virtue, peace and joy) 
Can teach the Muse her lenient balm to pour, 


And yield those pleasures that can never cloy. 


STANZAS 


STANZAS 


ADDRESSED TO THE AUTHOR, 


By Mr. H. F. CARY. 


Doom not to dark oblivion's shade thy lays, 


Fearful of censure, or averse to fame; 
In vain does genius grant her native rays, 


Unless the world behold and own the flame. 


The lovliest flow'r with useless beauty glows, 
That wastes its sweetness on the desert air, 
The public eye alone its worth bestows, 


When seen it blooms more fragrant and more fair. 


To 
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To MR. CARY, 


IN REPLY. 


——— 


T HANKS to the gen'rous Bard who wou'd 
inspire 
With confidence a timid female mind, 
Which doubts the influence of poetic fire, 


Whose traits by nature only are design'd, 


Fearful alike of censure or of fame, 
In sweet oblivion's peace she loves to rest, 


If partial friends approve the lambent flame, 


She deems herself superlatively blest. 


F 
On Tenglio's banks the fairest roses bloom, 
Uncropp'd, untainted by invidious hands, 


To the soft breeze they yield their rich perfume, 


And pour their fragrance o'er rejoicing lands. 


Een so my simple Muse delights to rove, 
Screen'd by obscurity from blame or praise, 
Yet blest if she from the sequester d grove 


To merit's wreath can add one leaf of bays. 


To 


WRITTEN IN SPRING 1764. 


_ — 2 ute 


Hau, gentle SPRING ! thy first approach I hail: 


Soon thy green vest shall deck the dreary dale; 


Thy genial beams shall bid the tim'rous flow'r 
Rear its fair bud, and sip the vernal show'r. 

Soon shall the purple vi'let paint the meads, 

And fragrant cowslips raise their golden heads: 
The woodbine bow'r its clust'rin g sweets shall yield, 
And spicy-bosom'd blooms grace ev'ry held, 

Soon shall the sky-lark pour his various notes, 


While emulation swells a thousand throats, 


Soon 
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Soon schall the linnet tune his voice to love, 


And the gay goldfinch chant thro' evry grove. 
Soon shall each bending branch, with chaplets 


hung, 
Dance to the shepherd's pipe and virgin's song. 
The limpid stream, loos'd from harsh Winter's 
chains, 
Shall murmur to the music of che plains. 


Dull care from Arrowe's banks shall wing her way, 
And all creation hail returning May. 


— 
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SONG 


'$ONG. 


— 


Au in vain, fond youth, you woo me, 
Darhxx's heart no vows can move; 
While with flatt'ry you pursue me, 


Say, can I believe you love? 


Talk no more of darts and anguish, 
Rose and lily's short-liv'd bloom; 
Soon the charms, for which you languish, 


Age will fade and death consume. 


Wou'd 
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Wou'd you gain my approbation, 
Nobly dare to be sincere ; 
Let esteem take place of passion, 


Dar then your vows may hear, 


Virtuous friendship may endear you, 
When love's transient ardors die ; 
List'ning reason, pleas'd, will hear you, 


When those idle visions fly, 


— 


EPI- 


EPILOGUE. 


WRITTEN FOR A FAVOURITE ACTRES5, 


AND SPOKEN ON HER BENEFIT NIGHT, 


At Walsall. 


— — 


To ev'ry face I see my thanks are due: 


But chiefly, ladies, they belong to you. 


Your pow'rful influence, howe'er exerted, 

Will never fail; you ne'er can be deserted — 
Your eyes, like central suns, around you draw 
Attendant planets, — and your nod is law. 

Your smiles are sunshine, and your frowns are frost, 


As many a love-sick swain finds to his cost 


Then 


$4 
Then who wou'd dare dispute your least commands, 
If e'er he hop'd for favour from your hands? 
There is, 'tis true, a hapless stubborn race 


Of batchelors, who all our sex debase,— 


Say we are whimsical, capricious, vain ; 
And paint of follies an enormous aſa 
Which have existence only in their brain. ] 
This curious system they maintain till fifty, 
During which season they are wond'rous thrifty,— 
Count all th'expences of a married life, 


And of all animals detest a wite. 


When lo! some youthful Gillian, Madge or Betty 


Assails their doating eyes with airs so pretty, 
They quite forget the prudent youthful scheme,— 
And take a wife who breaks the golden dream. 


Peace 
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Peace to all such! dear ladies, let them rest: 
But—when you meet a youth whose gen rous breast 
With genuine love and true esteem is fraught, 
Cherish the pleasing passion as you ought :— 
With brow austere nip not the op'ning bloom, 
Nor on your beauty's pow'r too much presume ;— 
Nor yet on cheaply yield the woo'd consent, 
Lest the inconstant leave you to repent :— 
But tread the middle path to Hymen's fane, 
Where, blest and Wang long may you remain 
Patterns of virtue, — free from care and strife, | 


Possess'd of ev'ry joy that sweetens life. 


Ye gen'rous patrons of our mimic art, 
Accept the tribute of a grateful heart. 


EPI- 


 EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by the Hus BAND of the AcrR ESS whe 
delivered the preceding one, a few nights afterwards: 
when a Play was performed for the benefit of a person 


in distress. 


—ͤ—— e — 


Or late to me, and to my dearer part, 

Your lib'ral kindness touch'd my grateful han. 
To night superior praise is justly due; — 

To sympathetic pity ever true — 

We thro' each glist'ning eye can trace a soul, 
Like the touch'd needle, trembling to the pole. 
Accept such thanks as wou'd your breasts * 


Were you oppress'd with sickness, care and woe, — 


With- 


1 


— 


| 
| 
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With-held by decent pride from making known 
To hearts unfeeling,— sorrows all your own ;— 
Then were reliev'd by bounteous hands, unask'd, — 
With cringing mean servility untask' d 
uch thanks I offer: may your bosoms know 
That high sensation, that luxurious glow, 
Which gen'rous actions thro' the frame diffuse, 
Sweet as to fading flow'rs refreshing dews: 
Whilst he, to whom this gen'rous aid is giv'n, 
Will never raise his grateful mind to Heav'n, 
But he will svpplicate that heav'n to bless 


Your days with peace, your wishes with success. 


THE 


THE WOOD- NYMPH. 
—— ———c— o ry 
OCCASIONED BY A PARTY OT THE AUTHOR's YOUNG 
FRIENDS BEING ACCUSTOMEB TO WALK TOO 


LATE IN THE AUTUMNAL EVENINGS UNBER 4 


ROW OF ANCIPNT SYCAMORES. 


2 „ 
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"Turss trees, that now their aged heads uprear, 
In days of yore were to my care consign'd, 


When from their small stems branches gun 


t'appear, 
Ere name or love-knot mark'd their tender rind. 


My 
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My task to guard them from the nipping blast. 


To nurse their verdure with maternal care; 
And, if their growth to future times shou'd last, 


Enjoy their shade, and in their honours share. 


Eo each improvement round this ancient cot, 
Each fresh-rear'd tree, esch smiling flow'r that 
blooms, 
And gives new beauties to my fav'rite spot, 


Thickens my shades, or adds to my perfumes, 


Exalts my ev'ry pow'r! my spirits rise ;— 
Superlative delight enwraps my soul: 
Tho' fixt to earth, my mind ascends the skies, 


And flies with ecstacy from pole to pole. 


How 
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How am [I blest at morn or ev'ning hours, 
When blithe I trip unseen from shade to shade; 


To hear soft music warbled in my bow'rs, 


Or the shrill minstrel echo thro' the glade: 


Or on the turf beneath my quiv'ring boughs, 
To see the nimble dancers lightly bound, 


While innocence and mirth enwreathe their brows, 


And their hearts answer to the viol's sound. 


For ever sacred be this rural scite 
To sweet domestic harmony and peace! 
May each revolving year bring new delight! 


May health still bloom and happiness increase! 


But 
G 2 
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But lo! th'autumnal skies begin to low'r, 


Bleak Evgvs bids my vernal honours fly; 


From murky clouds descends the chilling show'r, 


And each gay prospect fades beneath the eye. 


Now close I shrink within my fav'rite tree, 
Nor, tho' immortal, dare grim Winter's rage; 
Ye sons of Earth, let this a caution be. 


So may you haply gain a good old age. 


WARNING. 


In wintry months ne'er breathe the morning air, 
Nor to your wonted bow'rs at eve repair ; 

If noon-tide Phœbus smile, beneath his ray 
Catch the bright moment, and improve the day: 


But 
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But when dark clouds from liquid skies depend. 


When fogs arise, or freezing rimes descend; 
Then let the cheerful hearth and blazing fire 
Unbend the mind, and social mirth inspire. 

So shall succeeding springs behold you blest, 


And Sycamoria take her Winter's rest. 


A SCOTCH 


PASTORA L. 


8 OFT breath'd the gale, and mild the sun- beam: 
play'd 

Thro' the tall pines that Leven's banks o'er-shade ; 

When Saxpv, pride of File, dejected lay, 

Blind to the beauties of the vernal day; 

All sad, with unrequited passion torn, 

Beneath a cheerless, leafless, blighted thorn, 

In broken ** utt'ring his sad soul's grief, 


Bereſt of hope's bright beam, despairing of relief. 


Thus 
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Thus mourn'd the youth :— O! love, beneath 
thy pow'r 
© How my poor heart drags on the ling'ring hour! 


* The blithesome morn to me no pleasure brings, 
No balm to me drops from night's dewy wings; 

* By Mazrv's stern disdain and scorn oppress'd, 

% Despair and anguish rend my tortur'd breast. 

« O! Mary, _ does ev'ry blooming grace 
„Deck thy fair form, and revel in thy face? 

* Why shine thine eyes with heav'n's etherial blue, 
* Why glow thy cheeks with nature's liveliest hue, 
* Whilst thy cold heart, in icy fetters bound, 
No sighs can soften, no complaints can wound ? 
„Thy breast resembles Hecla's frozen snows, 

* Whilst oh! in mine its dire volcano glows, 


Y « Preys 
G4 


} 
| 
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| 


( 88 } 


« Preys on my vitals, fires my aching brain, 


« Steals from my sheep their guide, and from the 
grove my strain. 
« Ah! what avails it that the rural throng 


With rapture late wou'd listen to my song? 


© That village maids for me their chaplets wove? 
„That village youths to gain my friendship strove ? 
That on each festive day my sprightly strain 


« Call'd the light dancers to the daisied plain; 


« And, bounding like the roe on Fortha's side, 


© I led the reel, my bonny pipe their guide? 
Now moping, listless, wan, I haunt the dell, 


Aud to the blasted pines my sad heart's sorrows 


tell. 


* Ah! 


I 


% Ah! Mary, why did thy e nil 
« Cherish my flame and my fond em beguile ? 
„Why did my garland grace thy flowing hair? 
10 Why on thy breast my nosegay bloom more fair? 
Had'st thou those trivial gifts of love refus'd, 
J might have griev'd, —but cou'd not have accus'd: 
<« But the sweet love-fraught smile my soul subdu'd, 
% And in that smile love's kindl' ing flame I view'd. 
% Oh! light as winds and waves, thy changeful 

mind, 

« As Plutus 3 with th'inconstant wind. 
Milde w'd my corn appears, my flock declines, 
% And round my once fair fields misfortune pines : 
* Whilst in the pride of beauty's transient bloom, 
On wealthier lovers proudly you presume. 


Be 


- 
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„ Be your desires fulfill'd, —but know, false fair, 
« Wealth in its train shall bring remorse and care: 
25 And whilst on Leven's banks forlorn I stray, 
« Wasting in fruitless plaints my youth away, 
Thou with ten thousand added griefs shalt mourn, 


« A richer lover's broken vows and scorn.“ 


LINES 


LINES avparssrD ro a GENTLEMAN, 


ON HEARING HIM ASK A YOUNG LADY 


WHAT LOVE WAS. 


{ TO WHICH SHE RETURNED HIM NO ANSWER. J 


— 1 —ů ů 


Seck SyLv1ia to answer your question declines, 
Permit one much older to speak in her stead, 
Andif you're not pleas'd with the subsequent lines, 

Say crotchets and whims have perverted her head. 


In the different sexes love claims no relation; 
Tho' how to explain it, in truth, I SCAICE know : 
In the gentlemen folly, self-love, dissipation, 


As either prevails, prompts the nonsense to flow. 


You 
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You have read in romance, how poor girls have 
been cheated 
By lovers and heroes in author's brains hatch'd ; 
By florid descriptions, and vanity heated, 
You think those exploits by your own shall be 
match'd; 


Some nymph, whom your eye from the throng has 
selected, 


You fancy wou d soften the cares of your life, 
Make a good upper servant, of fraud ne ler suspected, 


Obedient and humble when once commenc'd wife, 


Then you summon your forces, and open the 
batt'ry ; | 

Soft looks, kind attentions at firk speak the flame; 

| From 
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From these you proceed to complaints, sighs and 
flatt'ry, 


With fifty fine things which the Muse cannot name. 


By vanity dup'd, the fond nymph, all believing, 
Thinks your peace, nay your life must depend 
on her eye 
Can those looks, sighs and tears be e'er feign'd for 
deceiving ? 


What pity a youth so deserving shou'd die! 


To be cruel and kill the PIR man who adores her 
Ah! who to compassion cou'd be so estrang'd? 
No, she'II sooth all his sorrows next time he im- 

plores her, 
And all his complaints Shall to transports be 
chang'd. 
Her 
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Her nature so gentle, her bosom so tender, 


She grie ves that * insect shou'd e'er suffer pain, 


And her life she will dedicate, happy to render 


This faithful, affectionate, love-stricken swain :— 


So they wed ;— she expecting that times will ne'er 
alter ; 


He, thinking to lord it as soon as he can, 


Begins to command,— her good purposes falter, 


And she vows she'Il ne'er give up her will to a 


mans 


Thus cheating and cheated, they scold, storm and 
squabble, 


Each cursing the day they unhappily met, 
| The 


(WW 1 
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The grief of their friends, and the jest of the rabble, 
Now tor pid with gloom, and now glowing with 


pet. p 


Such, such is the love by. which crowds are united, 
And such are the humours that part them again, 
The pure torch of Hxuxx for them was ne er lighted 


But PLuTvs and FoLLy constructed the chain. 


True love must be founded on virtue and reason, 
On tempers congenial, and passions subdu'd ; 
Then blessing and bless'd in each varying season, 


The union thro' life will with rapture be view'd. 


WILLIAM ANDY SUSAN, 


A BALLAD. 


WRITTEN In THE YRAR 1784. 
— — 

| SUSAN. 

W am first my WILLIAM plough'd the main, 

| Tho' woo'd by many a youthful swain, 

1 I shunn'd their sports, I fled the plain, 

And sought the gloom-wrapt grove: 

There sigh'd away the noon-tide hours, 

There dew'd with tears the closing flow'rs, 

And there, besought heav'n's pitying pow'rs 
To bless my absent love, 


F | WILLIAM 


L 


WILLIAM» 

When, rous'd by glory's call, I sped 
To moe Bairannin's foes ; 

Where ELLt1or fought, or RopRERx led, 
What fears cou'd int ? 

No fears, but lest my tender Sur 


Shou'd give to love, what was to honor due. 


SUSAN. 


To love at first I gave my heart, 

Till by thy brave example fir'd, 
I bade each selfish thought depart ; 

And, by my country's wrongs inspir'd, 
Wish'd thou victorious might'st return, 


Or I sleep with thee in the peaceful urn. 


WIL- 
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WILLIAM. 


Then kindly receive thy fond lover, dear Sur, 


Tho' wounded his limbs, yet his heart's sound anc 


true, 


SUSAN. 


Thy heart sound and true, is as much as I ask, 
And to aid thy weak limbs shall henceforth be my 
"OY 
Glorious wounds, receiv'd before ! 
How my hero 1 adore! 
Fighting in his country's cause, 
Bleeding to protect her laws! 
With ELLioT, RopxEx, Dicsy, dear to fame, 


May future times entwine my WILLIAu's name. 


BOTH, 


3 
vorn. 
From such gallant leaders what Briton can flinch, 
While British blood boils in each vein? 
Tho' certain his body must fall inch by inch, 
By cannon-ball, grape-shot or chain. 
But Peace brings us rest: may prosperity show'r 
Her blessings on each gallant soul ! 
And when fresh wars burst forth, may our brave 
vet'rans pour N 


British thunders from thence to the pole! 


EPILOGUE. 


SPOKEN BY MISS MELLON, 


IN THE CHARACTER OF A BRITISH SOLDIER'S WIFE, 


After a play performed at Walsall, for the benefit of the 
Widows and Orphans of the oldiers and Sailcrs who 
Should die or be killed during the war. 1793» 


— — — 
* . 


V V HEN anarchy and dire confusion rise, 


Braving with horrid rage both earth and skies; 


When faction, arm'd with sophistry, presumes 
To boast bright liberty her breast illumes; 
How many honest unsuspecting hearts 


May be deceiv'd by her seductive arts! 


Happy 
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| Happy this isle! where genuine freedom reigns; 


Where genuine patriots scorn mock freedom's 
chains; 


Whose dauntless sons ne'er fear to meet a foe, 


Yet have a tear for ev'ry tale of woe: 

Who glow with ardor for their country's weal, 
But shrink with horror at the murd'rer's steel: 
Who'd sooner die than rear th'assasin's knife 


Against a bishop's, king's or woman's life, 


To one of these brave lads I gave my hand: 


Heav'ns! with what courage does his breast expand: 


* 


Kind, honest soul!— when from these arms he 


parted, 


He cry d, “ My Pol L, don't grieve and be down- 


hearted ; | y 
«6 My 
H 3 
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„My king and country call me from my dear, 


« But thy lov'd image will I cherish here: 


a” fight in thine, and in Britannia's cause, 


= For love, religion, liberty and laws: 


« Fir'd with affection for my native land, 


* This arm cou'd thousands of base French with- 
stand.“ 

He said, and hasted to the vet'ran crew, 

Whose hearts were, like his own, Stout, kind and 


true, 


Since his departure, how these eyes o'erflow 


With a sad wife's and mother's mingled woe ! 


Lest, robb'd of all my aching. breast holds dear, 


« £ 


1 shed in chilling want che bitter tear! 


; "Io But 
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But this bright circle calms the rising sigh, 


And cheering beams smile in each radiant eye. 


Le truly gen'rous, patriotic fair, 
Who to our hapless case extend your care, 
For you our soldiers ev'ry nerve shall strain, 
And England's foes bestrew th'ensanguin'd plain. 
For you, to heav'a our grateful pray'rs shall rise, 
That ev'ry happiness beneath the skies 
May bloom around your brows, whose tender cate 


Preserves the wretched widow from despair. 


SON- 


SONNET, 


ON REMOVING A BAY- TREE 


From a Northern to à Southern aspect. 


— —EW—— 


L ONG, much-lov'd tree, thy tender stem has 
borne 
Th'ungenial influence of the northern blast 
Oft the keen hail thy glossy leaves has torn, 
No lucid beam cheer'd thee at op'ning morn ; 
Thy Winter bleak, thy Summer sunless past, 
But in a happier scite thy lot shall now be cast. 


Shel- 
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Shelter'd from blighting winds, on thee shall smile 


Th'effulgent radiance of the rising day; 
Refreshing dews be thine, and richest soil, 
(O! might such blessings crown thy planter's toil ) 
And southern breezes mid thy foliage play, 


Enrich thy fragrant breath and make thy green 


more gay ; 
And lib'ral shalt thou yield th'unfading bough, ' 


Where genius blooms, to wreath the honor'd brow, 


To 


To Mas. C—— 


/ 


ON HER WEDDING DAY, 


— — 


Peru a friend unemulous of bays, 
Unskill'd in compliment, unus'd to praise, 
Her kindest, truest wishes to impart, 


Not by the head devis'd „but glowing from the heart. 


May the propitious morn, whose orient ray, 


( When, with your hand, you gave your heart 


away) 
Smil'd on the union, to your final hour 


Be brightest deem'd, and Hymen's sacred pow'r 


Still 
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Still hail'd with genuine joy.—when grief and pain 
Assail with all their dire afflictive train, 
May fond affection, nervous sense and art 


Health to your frame, peace to your mind impart! 


As the perennial myrtle's cheerful green 
Smiles 'mid the ravage of the wintry scene, a 
As the sweet rose, tho' faded, still retains 
The fragrant breath that redoliz'd the plains ; 


So in life's winter may you, happy pair, 


Th'unfading Joys of virtuous friendship share. 


ELEGY 


ELEGY. 


How sweet was once the museful dream, 
When on fair Arrowe's banks I rov'd, 


Caught the soft murmur of the stream, 


And told the list'ning gales I lov'd! 


( Ah! dang'rous sport! to mock a pow'r 
Whose reign extonds from pole to pole, 
Who, in some all-decisive RY 
Bends to his sov'reign sway the haughtiest soul!) 
* Then 
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Then smiling plenty's lib'ral hand 


Enrich'd my fields and bless'd my bow's ; 


Then bright-ey'd hope, with aspect bland, 
Led on each sweetly-varying hour. 


Now time, and grief, and cank'ring care 
(A direful train) have press d me sore ; 
And, hovering round me, black despair 


Points to some cheerless dreary shore, 


Where my poor sea-beat $shatter'd bark 
To winds and waves must fall a prey; 
And, sinking in oblivion dark, 


Forget th'enliv'ning beams of day ;— 


Forget 
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Forget that fancy's vivid glow 


Once brighten'd ev'ry rising morn, 


Bade ev'ry flowret fairer blow, 


And deck'd with gems each dewy thorn. 


Oh! cou'd oblivion's friendly draught 


Sooth all my sorrows to repose! | 


Nor that intruder,— restless thought, 


Renew my agonizing woes! 


Then, all unconscions of the past, 
The present hour might calmly glide; 
Keen retrospect no more be cast 


O'er life's tempestuous changetul tide. 


—— a + . —˙· x 


Vet 
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Yet heav'n, to all its creatures kind, 
With peace can gild the deepest gloom ; 
And, 'mid misfortune's wrecks, the mind 


May sweet serenity assume. 


The clean, the homely russet stole ö 


Can shield me from the chilling blast; 


The clay-form'd dish, or beechen bowl 


Can hold my wholesome plain repast. 


What tho' the humble, thatch-roof'd cot, 
Near some lone heath, conceal my woes; 
Be conscious rectitude my lot, 


And sound will be my short repose. 


When 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
x 


A 
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When early dawn peeps from the east, 
And calls me to my daily toil, 
With strength renew'd by balmy rest, 


I o'er tbe hard- earnꝰd mite may smile; 


And proudly cast a pitying eye 


On many a gaudy child of pow'r, 


Who ne'er to misery gave a sigh, 


Nor sought affliction's secret bow'r, 


Where the lorn widow's grief-rent breast, 
To heav'n alone pours forth its woes, 
Where virtue droops, by wrongs oppress'd, 

And anguish no cessation knows, 


Whose 
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Whose callous heart, with sordid aim, 
Finds all its joys in heaps of gold, 
Deaf to the helpless ſuff'rer's claim, 


To pity's soft sensations cold, 


Who can behold without remorse 
A hard-rack'd tenant's care-worn face, 
Whilst his high-pamper'd dogs and horse 


Are glutted for the barb'rous chase. 


Tho' no black-letter'd page of law 
To infamy the wretch consigns, 
Yet conscience strikes with trembling awe, 


And the sick soul 'mid splendor pines. 


Vol. II. 1 


| 
| 
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The pompous dome, the warbling lyre, 
The gurgling rill, the daisied lawn, 


The high arch'd grove, the woodland choir, 
\ 


The bleating flock, the play ful lawn, 


In vain their varied charms display, 


Where the bad heart denies access ; 
Dark gloom involves the brightest day, 


And vainly smiles each sweet recess. 


Domestic feuds or public strife 
Attend him with resistless pow'r, 
Tho” wearied with the load of life, 


The suff*rer dreads the final hour. 
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Be bread, content and peace my lot, 
Till the last happy morn shall rise, 
That wafts me from my humble cot 


To the blest regions of the skies. 


HYMN 


I 2 


H Y MN, 


SUNG BY THE CHARITY CHILDREN 


At WALSALL. 


D AUGHTER of celestial birth, 
Bright-rob'd CnariTr, descend ; 

With thy radiance cheer the earth, 

. Thy sweet influence extend: 

| Teach the tender breast to glow, 


Bid the willing hand bestow. 


tear the meek-ey'd nymph intreat, 


Nor her pleadings disregard, 


1 
In a cause so good and great, 
Where so ample's the reward: 
Sons of affluence, freely give, 


Tenfold blessings you'll receive. 


See the helpless infant band, 
Born to penury and grief, 
Raise the supplicating hand 
To your bounty for relief: 
Let them not in vain implore, 


While you grasp the useless store. 


If *tis charity to shroud 


Shiv'ring limbs from Winter's cold; 
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If, when hunger cries aloud, 
You the morsel can't withold ; 
How much more divine to give 


Alms that teach the soul to live! 


May we, by your tender care 
Rescu'd from the sinful throng, 
Still address the grateful 1 
Still attune the pious song,. — 
For the bounteous lands that give 


Alms that teach the soul to live! 


MOR- 


MORNING HYMN, 


SUKXG BY THE CONGREGATION OF WALSALL» 


——— 


1. 


To God, who reigns supreme above, 
Let us our grateful homage pay; 
With pious joy and fervent love, 


O! let us hail this sacred day! 


Accept, O Lord, the pray'rs that rise 
From contrite hearts, tho' weak, sincere; 
May they, as incense, mount the skies, 


And meet thy kind acceptance there! 
Still 
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Still let us bless thy holy name 


For mercies ev'ry hour bestow'd ; 


Till kindled with seraphic flame, 


Our souls explore thy bright abode. 


IV. 

There, with incessant hymns of joy, 
Thy sov'reign goodness we'll adore, 

Where pleasures flow without alloy, 


Where sin and sorrow are no more, 


EVE- 


EVENING HYMN. 


98 BY THE CONGREGATION OF WALSALL. 
— 
1. 
O Lord, before thy awful throne, 
Again our souls in duty bend; 
To thee our wants and woes are known, 


To us thy pow'rful aid extend. 
11. 


Direct our hearts to sing thy praise 
In concert with the heav'nly choir: 
Let love divine inflame our lays, 
And gratitude the strain inspire! 
Thy 
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Thy goodness call'd us forth to light, 
Thy bounteous hand our life sustains, 
Thou guid'st us thro' the gloom of night, 


Where dangers threat, where terror reigns. 


IV. 


O! lead us by thy saving grace, 
Through life's deceitful thorny way, 
Till we appear before thy face, 


In the bright realms of endless day. 


To 


To Ms. D—— 


ON HIS FIFTEENTH WEDDING DAY. 
—ů— j—— ͤ —-— 


As the revolving year from out his urn 


Casts the auspicious morn that made me thine, 


May our fond hearts with fresh affection burn, 


Nor with our ebbing life our loves decline. 


Ne er may ambition haunt our humble dome, 
Nor a her baleful influence shed, 

But sweet content and com petence still roam 
Where'er our steps by providence are led. 


May 


1 
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May gracious Heav'n our tender offspring bless! 
In pure religion's paths may they proceed ! 
Pleas'd, in the calm sequester'd vale's recess, 


To practise virtue and receive its meed. 


But if in busier scenes their lots are cast, 
From vice and folly may their lives be free; 
That no sad retrospect of actions past 


May make them dread their final hour to see. 


If they at Hymen's sacred altar bow, 
May they, like her whe tunes this artless lay, 
Still bless the hour when Heav'n enroll'd the vow, 
And joyful celebrate each nuptial day. 


SON- 


SONNET 


TO TIME, 


O Time! can e'er thy lenient hand assuage 
The sorrows rankling in this aching breast? 


Can'st thou e'er sooth these heart-felt pangs to 


rest ? 


And with Lethean drop blot mem'ry's faithful 
page ? - 


For common griefs I know thou hast a charm, 
And from the throbbing breast steal'st many a 


groan, 


Utter'd beneath the moon's pale gleam alone; 


And many a wayward care thou canst disarm. 
But 
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But much I fear thy friendly pow'r will fail | 
To heal the wounds this tortur'd bosom feels; 
For mem'ry ev'ry hour new cause reveals, 
Why woes incessant shou'd this breast assail : 
Then how, O! how can this poor heart know 


Peace, 7 


Where sortows with each added hour increase! 


ag 


SONNE I S, &c. 


SONNETS, &c. 


THE FOLLOWING SONNETS Nc. MARKED WITH 


ASTERISKS WERE WRITTEN BY TWO YOUNG 
FRIENDS OF THE AUTHORs 


* DESPONDENCY, 


—— 0000000 —— 
| I joys! which fancy drew, 
Alas! I bid you all adieu! 


Bright fancy now no longer charms, 


No more her fire this bosom warms ; 
With hope, with peace, she flies from me, 


The prey of dark DzesronDENCY. 


Ah! 
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Ah! why did Hope with flatt'ring tale 


My fond believing heart assail ?— 

Teach it to flutter with delight, 

And paint each future prospect bright, — 
Then leave it, wrung by many a care, 


The hapless victim of despair ? 


Ah! now to my sad aching sight 
Each morn is drear as gloomiest night ; 
No rays of comfort now appear 
My thorny path of life to cheer : 
Alas! no comforts smile on me, 


The child of hopeless misery. 


| SON- 
Vol, II. K 


* SONNET, 


1 court not fickle F ortune's smile, 
Lask not wealth, I ask not pow'r, 
Those fleeting pageants of an hour, 
Ah! what can they bestow ? 
Say, can they agonizing grief beguile ?— 
Give to the faded cheek health's roseate bloom, 


Or the disease-sunk eye relume, 


Or banish heart-corroding woe? 


Ah! 
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Ah! no— then never shall a sigh 
For wealth or pow'r escape my breast : 
Of health and peace and innocence possess'd, 


To some sequester'd dell's cool shade I'll fly; 
Nor ever at my humble lot repi ne, 


But thank kind heav'n that made these blessings 


mine. 


. 


* TEARS 


* TEARS or AFFECTION. 


\ ? AK'D are the woodland wild notes sweet, 


The dappled morn's approach to greet; 


Vet, while they vibrate on my ear, 


Down my sad bosom falls the tear: 
I view the smiling landscape round, 
I hear the torrent's distant sound, 
I listen to each song of joy, 


I gaze upon the azure sky; 


But 
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But sick'ning Fancy turns away 


From ev'ry charm of perfum'd May. 


Oh! let me seek the solemn gloom, 
That lovers mournful round the tomb, 


Where rest a Parent's lov'd remains !— 
There will I pour in hopeless strains 
The bitter plaints of agony, | 
That Fate, unpitying, dooms for me. 

| Complaint may save my fever'd brain 
From starting frenzy's ghastly train. 

That dreary vault, whose womb contains 
A sainted Parent's cold remains, 

His holy shade may hover round, 


And listen to each plaintive sound, 


That 
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That speaks affection's ceaseless woe ;— 


May view the streaming tears that flow. 


That holy shade perhaps may pour 
Calm resignation o'er my breast, 
And bid me wait the blissful hour 
When ev'ry tortur'd sense shall rest, 
When my glad soul to heav'n shall soar, 


And drink of sorrow's cup no more. 


* On the rappocition that aur departed friends are permitted 


16 become our Guardian Angels. 


* To 


* To SELINA, 


Preparing for a Ball. 


— — 


Vi sweet SELINA joins the sprightly dance, 
Happy as Innocence, and fair as May,— 


While each enamour'd youth, with love-fraught 
glance, 


Owns o'er his captive heart her boundless sway ;— 


While her light bosom, peaceful and serene, 
With pleasure glowing, answers to the ſtrain, 
As blithe she trips along the velvet green, 


With all the loves and graces in her train ;— 


Shall 
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Shall I invoke the melancholy muse, 


And give to grief the unavailing tear? 


No— of my woes the mem'ry let me lose, 


And my belov'd SEL1xa's pleasures share. 


For oft has the dear maid, to soothe my pain, 
Resign'd without a sigh what most was dear,— 
Forsook the rural pleasures of the plain, 


To shed with me the unavailing tear. 


And shall not I participate her joy? 
Hence, pining sorrow— vain regrets, depart! 
Affection's flame relumes my grief-sunk eye ;— 


$SELINa's smiles shall calm this woe-worn heart. 


Y. 


* SON- 


* SONNET 


TO A FRIEND. 


Swrxr. tender, musing, melancholy maid, 
With thee to wander in the lonely shade, 


III bid the busy scenes of life adieu! 


To taste with thee the luxury of woe, 


Which souls like thine refin'd alone can know, 


And the remembrance of lost joys renew. 


Far from the busy world, with thee I'll dwell 
In rocky cavern, or in moss-grown cell, 
| Where the melodious wood-lark warbles wild ;— 


Where 
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Where dew-bath'd flow'rs perfume the ambient gale, 


Where the fond turtle tells his plaintive tale, 


There of each heart-corroding care beguil'd, 


We'll pity chose who still are 'doom'd to prove 


The world's vain cares, or the keen pangs of love. 


v. 


e Ms 


* SON- 


* SONNET. 


I ILL on that form where all the graces meet, 
My careless eyes their casual glances threw, 


My breast, estrang'd to all but pleasures sweet, 


The throb of tender passion never knew. 


Tho' many a youth to gain my hand had strove, 


With many a melting tale of love sincere, - 
Vain were their arts my steady soul to move, 
By reason warn'd from Cupid's wiles to steer. 


But 
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But ah! no longer reason is my guide, 


No longer is my breast from passion free, 
The tyrant love has triumph'd o'er my pride, 
And doom'd my heart a prey to misery : 

But fortitude shall reason's pow'r supply, 


And teach me to subdue that love— or die. 


Y.. 


* A 


* A SERIOUS REFLECTION, 


Swkxkr are the poet's soothing dreams, 
And gaily smile his air-built schemes; 
But when reality appears, 


The fairy vision sweet dissolves in tears. 


Hope that wou'd gild his future hours, 


And strew his path (now mark'd with thorns of 


woe ) 
With diamond dew-drops and delicious flow'rs, 


Fond hope soon flies, and that euckanting 


glow — 


That 
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That spark of Fancy, which his bosom fir d, 
By disappointment's gloom obscur'd, 
No longer seeks to be admir d, 
But shuns th'illusive joys that once allur d. 


The peace, which flies him in each busy scene, 
In solitude he vainly hopes to find. 
Virtue alone can give the hour serene, 


And with unfading pleasures cheer the mind, 


Z. 


* SOLI- 


* SOLITUDE. 


Ix vain does Emma hope for rest; 
For one dear image will intrude, 
By all the loves and graces drest, 


To banish peace from Solitude. 


Where'er I wander, thro' the vale, 

O'er hill or 'mong the tall rocks rude, 
To catch the sweet refreshing gale, 

To soothe my griefs in Solitude; — 
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That matchless form, that noble mein, 


That mind with ev'ry charm endu'd, 


Steal o'er my senses; — then how vain 


To seek repose in Solitude! 


Ah! what avails it then to fly, 
Still by resistless love pursu'd, 
Whose pow'r can reason's strength defy, 


And banish peace from Solitude! 


O! flatt'ring hope, deceive no more; 
I feel my sorrows here renew'd, — 
This bleeding heart must still adore, 


Nor find repose in Solitude. 


Retire- 


wv” 
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Retirement is the nurse of woe; 


Here the gay dreams of youth intrude: 
Delights, we're doom'd no more to know, 


We still lament in Solitude. 


Then here, a victim to that pow'r, 
Ne'er in this breast to be subdu'd, 
III languish like a blighted flow'r, 


And droop and die in Solitude. 


Y. 


N | — 


— * 


* Occas 
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* OccasIONED BY A BirD's NEST BEING DE- 
STROYED, AFTER ITS INHABITANT WAS BECOME 


QUITE TAME AND FAMILIARISED WITH THE 
AUTHOR. 


— 00000 


Poor bird! thy sorrows shall my heart deplore: 
Despoil'd, alas! of all thy pleasing care, 
Thy joyous song delights mine ear no more, 


As to thy bow'r at ev'ning I repair: 


But sad, with drooping wing, I see thee pine 
Oer the lov'd spot that all thy bliss contain d, 
And as I view, my bosom swells like thine, 


Like thine by agonizing anguish pain d. 


Late 
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Late I beheld thee form the curious nest, 
Thy fond. mate sweetly warbling by thy side,— 
Then in thy tender young I saw thee blest, 


And mark'd the parent's joy, the parent's pride. 


But ah! I view thee now of all bereft ;— 


What callous heart, to pity's throb unknown, 
Cou'd prompt the cruel thought, the wanton theft, 


That dooms thee thus to pour thy melting moan. 


But while I shed the tear for thy distress, 
O let this hope thy little bosom cheer ;— 
Another offspring may thy fondnes bless 
In some lone spot, 5ecur'd from ev'ry fear. 


V. 
* SON- 


*SONNET, 


Hors flies away on glitt'ring wing, 
And in my bosom leaves a sting 

"That blasts my peace :— nor soft repose 
This throbbing bosom longer knows. 


Where are ye fled, ye blissful hours, 
Whose faithless sweets remembrance pours ? 
Where's now the tide of mantling joy, 


That ting'd my cheek,— and bade my eye 


Dart 
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Dart ecstacy ?— now pale that cheek, 
That eye no more delight can speak; 
But downward cast, the trembling tear 
Steals from its lid ; while grief and fear 
Chill my poor bosom's artless glow, 
And wake the pangs of speechless woe. 


* SON- 


* SONNET ON ABSENCE, 


'Tro thou art far away, my love, 


Yet oft in thought with thee I rove; 
I view thee by the crystal stream, 
Glitt'ring with Cynthia's silv'ry beam; 
I range with thee the shadowy dell, 
Where sweetly mourns sad Philomel ; 
Or, wand'ring the dun groves among, 


List to thy more enchanting song; — 


Hear 


Hear all thy tender vows renew'd, - 
See transport beaming in thine eye,— 
The charm dissolves,— my griefs intrude, 
And bid the dear delusion fly : 
Black melancholy sighs in ev'ry gale, 


And ev'ry echo learns my love-lorn tale. 


* To 


* TOA 
GENTLEMAN 


GOING TO JOIN THE ARMY 


_ ON THE CONTINENT. 


Acczer this tributary strain, 

Ere yet thou seek'st th'embattied plain, 
Thou valiant youth! whomT admire 
For gen'rous warmth, for patriot fire, 
For ev'ry virtue of the mind, 


For sense and sentiment refin'd. 


When 
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When thou art distant, — distant far, 
Amid the dreadful scenes of war, 
Oh! may bright spirits hover near, 
And shield thy breast from ev'ry fear, — 
Preserve thee from all dangers free, 


And keep thy heart for love and me. 


* ODE 


* O D E. 


— 


Tua ay; are past when fortune smil'd, 
When love and friendship bless'd my hours, 
When fancy ev'ry care beguil'd, 


When pleasure strew'd my path with flow'rs, 


Ah! now all pensive and forlorn 
Far from my native plains I rove, 
And still I weep at eve and morn 


Hor parted friends and faithless love, 


And 
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And oft my weary steps I bend 
To gain the steepy mountain's brow, 
And far my aching view extend 


Along the varied scenes below, 


To find some tree, some glitt'ring spire, 
That us'd to meet my roving eye :— 
Alas !-—how vain the fond desire! 


My youth's lov'd scenes no more are nigh, 


Yet peace, my bosom—cease to grieve; 
For many a blessing still is thine: 
Nor can regret lost joys retrieve ;— 


Then, O! my heart, no more repine, 
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Yes, many a blessing still is thine: 


In this kind soil sweet friendship blooms, 


And gentle love, sincere, benign, 


My faithful HENRV“s form assumes. 


No sordid int'rest rules his breast, 
No vulgar passions taint his mind; 
His inmost thoughts dare stand confest, 


Of virtue born, by truth refin'd. 


Then cease, my bosom, cease to grieve 


For youth's illusive pleasures flown ; 
Grateful, the present good receive, 


And make a guileless heart thine own, 


Y, 
* SON- 


* SONNET, 


ON THE FIRST SIGHT OF THE 


SEVERN. 


W ecous, sweet river, to my view! 
Oft shall I mark thy curling wave, 
Oſt on thy brink my plaint renew, 
While I am doom'd the storm to brave, 
Whose desolating sweep destroys 
Each glitt'ring dream of future joys. 
Ah! 


= - — — —ũ— — — — 
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Ah! when at eve alone 1 stray, 


And gaze upon thy crystal tide, 


Beneath pale vesper's glimm'ring ray, 
With melancholy for my guide; 

My mournful song thou oft shalt hear, 
With sighs thy murmurs I'Il repay ; 

Thy rapid waves with many a tear 


Shall mingle, as they glide away. 


. 


THE 


THE MOANINGS OF 
ELLA 
THE DAUGHTER OF 


GLENDALWIN. 


{ At Dolvarwin in Montgomeryshire arc tome Ruins of an 
ancient Cantle, calied— Tbe Castle"of the three Vir- 
gin: — From what circumstance this appellation origi- 
wated it is now unknown; but the name gave rite to the 


following Legend, in humble imitation of the Songs of 
Osian. ) 


Je ene ent i Ie ee ns at es ee 


V y HEN the stormy winds of Autumn howl over 


the summits of the mountains ;—when the foaming 


torrent rushes thro! the cliffs of the broken rocks — 


then 
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then I love to wander by the pale gleam of the moon 
thro” the tall woods that overshadow the wave-worn 
banks of the rapid stream, and soothe the sorrows 
of my soul with its hoarse e ee Then the 
shade of my dear, my ever-lamented Cap wal glim- 


mers before my tear-swoln eye. 


O! CarEx-a-vasTRY, thou hast seen his hero- 
ic deeds; the spirit of thy mountains beheld him, 
when, alone, the dauntless youth storm'd the out- 
posts of the Roman camp, to retrieve the wretched 
ELA from the tyrant's power: —he xcatter'd fejrer 
and dismay thro' their hosts, but overpower'd by 


numbers, the sword of his mighty ancestors fell 


from 


| or |} 


from his nerveless arm, and the blood of my beloved 
dyed the long grass of the sighing wood, — 


O! Cavarinervs, father of mountains, oft 


Hast thou seen him outstrip the goats that climb thy 
craggy sides, when he sought the castle of Do!.y ar- 


WIN. There the happy, the highly-favour'd ELLA 


$pent the dawn of childhood and the blooming sea- 
ton of youth in the bosom of pleasure. There the 
venerable Eoirn, paragon of ev'ry maternal virtue, 
nurtur'd my tender years. — There the dimpled 
smile of EL r AIDA diffused pleasure around, and 
the soft blue eyes of CabiIx shed their sweet efful- 
gence on the raptur'd beholder, 


The 
Vol. II. M 
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The renown'd GLEnDALwiN was no more, 
but his warlike deeds were glorious in the song of 


EviTn. 


While we listen'd to his battles, the sun sunk 
unperceived beneath the mountains, and the silver 
moon-beams play'd on the rifted rocks.— When 
noble CapwaL saw me, and prais'd the bloom of 
my features, and tun'd his melodious pipe in the 
grove, the heart of my parent rejoiced :— she 
thought she beheld in bim the majestic port, the 


commanding look, and the benevolent smile of the 


long-lost of her heart:—and she said, Let Cam- 
© bria have peace, and my beloved ELLa shall be 


% CaDpWAL's. 
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Then did the cavern'd rocks echo back the 
rejoicings of the noble youth; then did the over- 
flowings of affection delight mine ear; then did 


the lofty walls of Dolvarwin resound with my prai- 
ses, and I thought myself the happiest of the daugh- 


ters of the mountains. 


Fleeting and transitory are the joys of mortals; 
and the black clouds of sorrow still hover round the 


bowers of festivity. 


The blooming ELrx10a, fearless and light of 
heart, had join'd the dance of the valley, when the 
broad orb of day was departing from the horizon, 


and the shades of tlie evening were advancing over 


the 
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the misty hills. Bounding like a young roe of the 


forest, she outstripp'd her companions, when a Ro- 
man knight, who, with his attendants had penetra- 
ted unperceiv'd thro' the surrounding woods, saw 
the lovely maid, and seeing, was inflam'd with law- 
less love.— He seiz d her, as the ravening tygress 
seizes a lamb of the fold, when her hungry whelps 
howl for blood: his remorsless slaves bore her 
shrieking and fainting beyond the reach of her dis- 
tracted attendants, who ms in vain, They 
return'd with tidings of woe; and the deck 


turrets of Dolvarwin resounded with lamentations. 


In vain did the numerous vassals of the weep- 


ing Evita scour the plains and climb the craggy 


heights 
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heights of the mountains in search of the much- 
lov'd ELrRIDA. The venerable EDIrH rov'd mour- 
ning along the banks of the rapid river, the tous | 
thunders roar'd thro' the dark sky, and the red light- 
nings flash'd around her head ;—the rain descended 
in torrents, and the stream of Sabrina rose foaming 
above the sedgy banks; — the white waves dash'd 
against the rocks, and glitter'd with the vivid glare 
from the bursting clouds RE the pale corps of Er- 
FRIDA was seen on the face of the waters, the head- 
long surge bore her to the feet of her distracted 
parent, —she clasp d the humid clay to her maternal 
bosom ;— she said— My child has escap'd from 
* the tyrant's pow'r” — she kiss'd her cold lips, and 


sunk into the arms of death. 
Dread 
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Dreadful and dreary were the hours of ELLA 
and Carina :—the smile departed . their lips; 
sleep strew d his poppies no more around their tem- 
ples; — their pillow was stee ped in tears. —Canwal, 
the noble Cap waar, cou d not comfort the wretched 


daughters of EDIT; — the sweet smile of ELYRID . 


was no more. 


As we l mourning, in the deep gloom 
of evening, sighing to the winds that rustled thro' 
the long grass, and bow'd the tops of the dark 
pines, a prowling band of the invaders seiz'd us, 
and bore us, almost lifeless, from our once happy 
groves:— their fleet steeds outstripp'd the wind. 


they. bore us to the tyrant's tent,— 


Cap - 
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Capwal mounted his flying courser,— the 
mountains echo d to his steps. — Furious as the li- 
oness when robb'd of her young, he attack d the 


guards of the ravisher, he spread death and terror 


thro' the ranks. 


In the tumult we escap'd, and our trembling 
feet sought the path to the venerable towers of our 
fore-fathers. The night lower'd around our heads, 
and our eyes, dimm'd with weeping, cou'd not per- 
vade the thick gloom. The night raven shriek'd 
dismal— Caixa fainted— the chill hand of death 
clos'd her balmy lips, and she ceas'd to grieve.— 
Happy Cavina !— The wretched ELLA alone sur- 
viv'd to bewail with unceasing and unavailing sor- 


row all that was dear to her soul. 
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VX sweetly varied scenes, that rise 

With pow'r to charm the gloomiest soul, 
Ah! had ye bles'd my revish'd eyes, 

Ere my mind bent to care's controul ; 


When youthful Fancy's vivid glow 


Banish'd the family of woe, 
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Then, cheerful as the linnet's strain, 


My song had echo'd o'er the plain. 


And sure these hills, these bow'rs and groves, 


Where Peace resides, and Virtue roves, 


Roves in their owner's form benign, 
May bid misfortune cease to pine; 
Give calm suspension to each care, | 
Cheer the dull features of despair, 


Bid fancy reassume her reign, 


— 
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And pleasure gild each smiling plain. 


Hail! ye majestic wilds! sweet Cambria, hail! 
Music and magic float in ev'ry gale: 
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The mellow black-bird chants his ev'ning lay, 


And the sweet red - breast warbles from the spray; 
The pensive stock-dove pours his soothing tale, 
And soft responses sigh thro' ev'ry vale: 
eng grief here sinks to soft repose, 


And healing balm the wounded spirit knows. 


See the mountains, tow'ring high, 
Lift their summits to the sky, 
While many a dew-charg d, fleecy cloud, 
Brooding show'rs, their tops enshroud : 
Brown and sterile here they frown,— 
There their steepy sides adown 
Graze the shepherd's bleating care,. — 


There the flow'ry pasture fair: 
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Lower, down their fertile sides 


The patient hind his plough-hare guides, 


Where future harvests waving smile, 


And health and plenty crown his toil. 


Distant, the tall rock rough and hoar 
Nods o'er Sabrina's rapid wave, 
Where her shelving sedge-crown'd shore 
Invites the blue-ey'd nymph to lave; 
While the whisp'ring zephyrs breathe 


Thro' the woody dell beneath. 


Now the placid orb of night 


Sheds o'er the grove her soften'd light, 


Gilds 


Enn 


Gilds the smooth lake wth silv'ry beam, 
And adds new beauties to the stream, 
As murm ring to the breeze it flows, 


And sooths all nature to repose. 


O! Care, when with thy train I've toil'd all day, 
Give me at eve thro' these lov'd haunts to stray,— 
Woo peace and contemplation to my breast, 


While ev'ry jarring thought is charm'd to rest. 


M. D. 
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